cast down their banners and laid them prostrate on the marble floor in front of the high altar. Next King-at-Arms of the Golden Fleece threw down his
D
staff of office, with the thrice-repeated cry : " Le roi est mort."
After a brief interval of silence he raised his staff on high, proclaiming aloud : " Vive don Charles par la grace de Dieu archiduc d'Autriche, prince des Espagnes," etc. Now, one by one, the heralds raised their banners from the ground, each one in turn crying aloud some fresh title of that stately roll-call. " Toison d'Or " now took the great sword from the altar, and held it before the Archduke Charles, with the words : " Imperial and royal Prince, this sword of justice is given to you from God and your noble ancestors, that you may protect the Most Holy Faith and all your Kingdoms. . . ." He kissed the sword before giving it into the hands of the little Prince, who took it by the hilt, holding up the point, and so went forward to kneel at the high altar. Thus did Charles V enter upon his vast inheritance, a burden bravely and nobly borne through long years of conflict and struggle, but which in the far-ofi days to come the great Emperor, on whose dominions the sun never set, would be thankful to lay down, and seek the peaceful refuge of a hermit's cell.d Charleit, the heir of hi* father *a
